42                      AMONG THE BEDOUINS

some ten minutes, a servant came and conducted me to
a smaller room, in which were several wooden chests,
where Mitkhal stood smiling mysteriously like a sly boy
with a secret, holding something behind his back.

Without a word of explanation, on a nod from
Mitkhal, Mansour seized me with mock ferocity, and
proceeded to strip me to the waist, leaving only my
enormous baggy trousers and the slippers on my feet.

Mitkhal then produced a gitmbaz of sheer white mus-
lin, with sleeves so voluminous and long that they almost
touched the ground. He pulled it over my head, stood off
to view the effect critically, and announced that as soon
as the sun gave my face a healthy color, I would be a
true Bedcr&z.

THE  SHEIKLY TENT OF   MITKHAL  PASHA
A Ninety-Foot Pavilion of Woven Goafs-Hair